LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

warm-hearted, loving, cunning little goose. Quen-
tin, a merry soul, lias now become entirely one of
the children, and joins heartily in all their plays,
including the romps in the old barn. When Ethel
had her birthday, the one entertainment for which
she stipulated was that I should take part in and
supervise a romp in the old barn, to which all the
Roosevelt children, Ensign Hamner of the Sylph,
Bob Ferguson and Aleck Russell were to come.
Of course I had not the heart to refuse; but really
it seems, to put it mildly, rather odd for a stout,
elderly President to be bouncing over hay-ricks in
a wild effort to get to goal before an active midget
of a competitor, aged nine years. However, it
was really great fun.

One of our recent picnics was an innovation,
due to Edith. We went in carriages or on horse-
back to Jane's Hill, some eight miles distant.
The view was lovely, and there was a delightful
old farmhouse half a mile away, where we left
our horses. Speck (German Ambassador, Count
Speck von Sternberg) rode with Edith and me,
looking more like Hans Christian Andersen's little